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to us, in that panel, for instance, of the Madonna with
S. Peter and S. Jerome now in the cathedral, we see the
immense debt Spanish painting owed to Flemish art, its
dependence upon it, as it were, for a means of expression.
It is an art that is intent on telling a story in detail, that
is dependent on a sort of realism, degrading beauty till
it is lost in something which seems to the majority to be
the truth: that cold and tortured Christ, for instance, who
looks so indifferently, so scornfully almost, from many an
old panel and altar piece up and down Spain.   Was He
not scornful of the infidel whom He had just defeated
under their very eyes? they seem to ask themselves ; was
He not cruel too, ah, in the flames of the Inquisition, to
the Jew, to the heretic, to all who would not believe in
Him?   In that fresco of the Virgin painted in the four-
teenth century, in the Capilla de la Antigua, with so
naive an apprehension of the beauty of decoration, of
pattern almost, you may see the last of Byzantine art in
Spain,   Something has happened; it is no longer possible
to be satisfied with just that among a people who are
beginning to pay the penalty for having understood
Christianity as a mere fact to which they owe victories,
material greatness, military success;  it is possible to
speak in beautiful symbols no longer; Christ and the
saints must be realised, must appeal to the soul really
through the torture, the emaciation of the body, their
physical pitifulness as it were, since the strength and
splendour of outward things, always so useful to the
Church, were beginning to be necessary to the true under-
standing, it might seem, of a religion that was already
almost a sort of patriotism.   Those fires of the Inquisition
had made men acquainted with cruelty, with physical
torture, and so Jesus, who was hurt too, must have suffered
even more grievously, must have suffered the utmost, as
they assure us in their pictures.   Flemish art, discontented